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BILL BOYD WESTERN 




BE GOING OUTTA 



7 BE GLAD 

SHERIFF 



'oWS.HUCK. BUT 
MAVBE BoyP WOULP BE 

\ WILLING TO LEND 



I THOUGHT 11 
WORTHWHILE 
INVESTIGATE i 
FIGGERED THf 
MAVBE YUH'D I 



I KNOW JUST WHERE 
THE PROPERTY IS , HOCKi 



FELL RIGHT 



'according to DAO's papers A 
' THE GOLD MINE WAS SOME- J 
WHAR ALONG THIS CAVE -'ij 
JJNOER the property 

it's here, ? 

(] iTBhOUlON'T' 

BE too HARO 
(L TO FIND 



I DON'T SEE ( 
TRACE OF IT ! 
~ v-^ -v FAR I 



IT'S A LUCKY THING HE LANO- 
EO'ON THAT LEDGE ! HOLD ON. 
, — vt /L* . HUCK! I'LL GET 

(F?>yi^v VOUOUT - ^ 
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IT'S X I'VE SEEN ENOUGH FOCHlS A BUT ITS NOT 
SOLD-- SOLD IN MV TIME TO RECOG- (GOING TO DO 
SOLD / / NIZE THE REAL THING WHEW / YOU MUCH GOO 
WE < X SEE IT/TfUSIS IT, ALL V DOWN HERE ! 
FOUND ) RIGHT.' YOU'RE RICH, y—rf LET'S START UP.' 
1 IT ! yV\ HUCK lyw/'&r'' \ Vyou GO FIRST .' 



■< ITS A MIGHTY 
) LUCKY THING 
; I FELL DOWN 
/ HYAR OR WE 
MIGHT NEVER 
HAVE FOUND IT. 



HAVE TO RAI6E 

MONEY fast; 



> THINK THAT 
WILL GIVE YOU 
MUCH TROUBLE 

n NOw; >*i 



7 X RECKON THE EASIEST 
WAY WOULD BE TO SELL 

SHARES IN MY ■ 

PROPERTY TO 
THE PEOPLE r' 

IN LOCUST ) T 
VALLEY TXl’ 



V ) FROM EVERY- 
/THING I HEARD 
'ABOUT YOUR DAP, 
LYOU 6EEM TO • 
Hi BE A CHIP OFF 
LTV. THE OLD y 
BLOCK t J , 



/ NEXT DAY-- | I PROMISED 

7 SHERIFF I'D TAKE CARE 
/ OF -THINGS WHILE HE WAS 
f AWAY ---WAIT' WHAT'S ALL 
THAT COMMOTION OUTSIDE ? 



EVERYONE THET I'M SELUN 
SHARES I DON'T WANT 

, ANYONE TO MlSSfc.-v 

THE CHANCE TO 
\ OWN BART OF /VM 
Vthe mine / SI 



/ ITS MIGHTY ’ 

NICE OF TOU 
3 CUT THEM 
I ON THE r< 
FIND .' rA -j 



WHAT'S ▼ WE WANT TO HAVE A TALK WITH YUH.BOYD. 
GOING ON IT'S 'BOUT THET REGEN PROPERTY ' WE 
HERE ? J HEARD TELL YUH WUZ THAR WHEN HUCK 
REGEN FOUND THE GOLD MINE 



THETS ALL WE' 
YUH SAW IT, IT' 



THAT'6 Tl 



FOOL'S GOLD . 




MY HANDLE'S OSCArV" 
RESEN ! I'M POP , 01 

resens Nephew/ / be 



— -V HE'S v 

AWAY FOR 
JA FEW DAYS/ 
/I'M HANDLING I 
> THINGS HERE 
TILL HE GETS I 
BACK' BILL 
BOYD'S MY | 
NAME i 



THAT'S JUST IT, BOYD/ IVE BEEN 
READING 'BOUT WHITTS GOING 
on Avar the only trouble e 

2BBS5RI HAVE NO COUSIN l jrmf 



HAD NO CHILDREN, AND I’M 
NEPHEW YUH CAN CHECK 



I'M GOING RIGHT OVER 
TO THE RANCH NOWt , 
YOU STAY HERE AND / 
WAIT FOR ME ' 



f I DON'T KNOW JUST 
WHAT'S GOING ON, 
BUT r AIM TO FIND 
OUT / GID'DAP, 



7 THING 
'YUH SAY 
BOYD / 



y SOMETHING 
PHONY'S GOING 
ON HERE l 











FIFTY 


1 FER TWEVTY- 


HUCK REGENS 




J- 


GOLDMINE- -v 




k 
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WANT 70 TAKE, 



ANOTHER LOOK AT 
THAT GOLD WE d 
Si SPOTTED J 



I WOMDER WHATS 
IN THIS COVERED 
BARREL? IlLOPEN 
IT AND TAKE A 
t look; 



IW WHY WOULD Al 
IE LEAVE THEM 
HERE ? 



I JUST 



WE SHORE PUtTthe BEST THING 
ONE OVER ON ) WUZ MY PRE- 
BOVO.HUCKi S TENDING TO 
HE THINKS YUH \ FALL OVER THE 
I DISCOVERED A EDGE I 
GOLDMINE- ) KNEW HE'D 
I JEST LIKE WE FIGGER OUT A 
I FIGGERED --AND \ WAY TO GET 
1 EVERYONE listened) DOWN AFTER 



WONDER— 
OH .'OH. 1 . 
X HEAR 9 
VOICES UP 
ABOVE !j 



WRONG p BUT IT'S I 

. POSSIBLE SOMEONE | 
BROUGHT THIS / 

V BARREL OF GOLD A 

Y FLAKES DOWN HERE ’ 
I AND THEN SHOT THE 
A GOLD ONTO THAT . 



HAD TO SAY- 
AND BOUGHT] 
SHARES t J 
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X WAS TRICKED I WELL, 



(GULP) ITS BOVO! J" 



'cum SHOULD 



HOLD IT--- 1 

1 MEBBE MV EARS 
are playing 

TRICKS , BUT X 



BE LAUGHING 
' OUT OF THE 
J OTHER SIDE 
f OF THEIR _ 
S MOUTHS ' 



STAVED BEHIND . 



/>W1R > 
1 EARS 1 
AREN'T 
PLAYING 
TRICKS X 



MORE SHARES. 



SOMEONE DOWN 



!'T £50 HIM 
I THIS OUGHT 



OqOPS 



QUICK- HELP , 



-DOWN 



THIS HAND TRUCK . 



/ COYOTES — THEY 
GOING TO CRUSH 
TO DEATH ' r- 



/ SO LONG I s 
/ BOYD .'AND, 
/ GOOD 1 4 

f RIDDANCE .' A 

"A, HA ! JH 



I HAS BILL BOYD DISCOVERED A CRIME ONLY TO DIE AT THE 
HANDS OF THE CRIMINALS ? READ ON FOR CHAPTER I OF 
THE ioci/sr VALLEY GOLO STX/XE ' 




BILL BOYD WESTERN 




(SI&H, 

SI0H) 



HUH? JUMPING 
JEHCSHAPHAT, LOOK AT 
RANCHER JONES i HE 
SHORE LOOKS SAD I , 
. MEBBE X CAN CHEER J 
HIM UP/ J -K~ 



f (SIGH/ YES, IT'S A\ 
FINE DAY, WINDY ^ 
WHOPPER, BUT NOT, 
T FER ME/ j — — ^ 



J HOWDY, JONES/ ' 
IT'S SHORE A FINE 
■T RAY, ISN'T IT?.— 



X DON'T KNOW/ 
CSISH) I JEST 
FEEL. BLUE, THAT'S, 
7 ALL 1 , , ' 



WHAT'S 

wrong ? 
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CSIUH) PONT WASTE 
YORE TIME 1 YUH r 
COULDN'T MAKE ) 
Y me laugh/ i — 



f I COULDN'T? LISTEN, 
JONES, I CAN MAKE 



/SIGH) NOT ME, Tt 
AFEAREP/ CSlGH) 
I'M TOO PEPRESSEI 
TUH LAUGH / i— 



1 WAu, I'LL CHASE — 
YORE SLUES AWAY/. 
I'LL HAVE YUH ^ 
LAUGH I NO 
BEFORE YUH 
KNOW IT/^^B 



HUH? DIDN'T 
THAT TICKLE. 
YORE FUNNY 
BONE?^ 



TAKE A GANDER 7 

AT THIS FUNNY 1 /SIGH), 
FACE! HILARIOUS, 



BY THE TIME I GET 
THROUGH, YUH 'LL 
BE HOLDING YORE 
SIDES! JEST WATCH, 
THIS/ 



WAL, DON’T FRET.' I’M 
JSST STARTING! I'LL , 
MAKE YUH LAUGH YET/ 
WATCH THIS!* j— Y 
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’AND THEN I 'SPIN AROUND ON MUH_ 



/flOSH ALL HEMLOCK, 
PIPN'T THAT MAKE YUF 
v . CHUCKLE? 



/ TOLP MJH X ' 
WUZ TOO SAP 
k TUH LAUGH) 



NO. YO'RE NOT/ I'LL CHASE VORH 



BLUES AWAY! RECKON A GOOD 
JOKE WILL PO THE TRICK! PIP . 
YUH HEAR 'BOUT THE VERY 

V FUNNY SURGEON?/ 



yeah - HE ALWAYS ^ 
HAS HIS PATIENTS L 
IN STITCHES/ ha, ha> 



' (SIGH) NO/ 
THAR'S \ 
NOTHING 
YUH CAN DO, 

T i. A I 



I APPRECIATE YOR6 x 
EFFORTS, BUT THAR** 
NOTHING YUH 
CAN PO/CSlCH) RS5F 
LEAVE ME NS 

ALONE WITH ,V' . Jr 
MUH SORROW/ l • ’#60 



/ THAT5 Right! 
j I ONCE CAME 
J ACROSS AN 
H0MBRS WORSE 
THAN YUH I 
HE WAS THE 
SADDEST r - 
CRITTER IN \ 
THE WORLP/ 
NOBODY HAP I 
EVER SEEN / 
_ HIM EVEN / 
i - SMILE. ) 



WINDY / I'M 
JEST -TOO 
NHOMBRE'/ 



YUH LAUGH 
YET! I’VE 
HAP 

TOUGHEfR > 
CASES/ 4 
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I ENTERTAINED HIM FER 
THREE HOURS J 1 DIDN'T . 
a STOP once! 



yUPl WAL.I MADE UP MUH 
MIND I'D MAKE HIM LAUGH ! 



(sigh) what 
DIP VUH DO ? 



(SIGH) fS 
THAT 50? 



YES S/REE, HE LAUGHED 
OUT LOUD/ AN p |T WA5 

SUCH A LONG TIME 
SINCE HE HAP S 
LAUGH EP BEFORE--/ 



I TOLD HIM EVERy 
JOKE X KNEW/ I 
DIP EVERy RJNNV 
TRICK. AND ALL THE 
COMIC ANTICS I , 
COULD THINK OF! 



(Sigh) 

MJH 

DID?, 



.NP IT FlNALLV HAPPENED! 

HE LAUGH EP'.r 



PU5T came 
OUT OF HIS i 
V MOUTH/ / 



HO, HA! THATS THE FUNNIEST, 
THING X EVER HEARD/HA, HA! 
THATS HILARIOUS! -HVAR”S^- 
TEN DOLLARS, WINPV! -D 
HA, HA! VUH DESERVE IT 1 ) 



J X TOLD VUH t 
I'D MAKE yuH^ 
. LAUGH! TEN , 
PUCKS- r-' 

V Vlpgg- Jg 
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friendIin veedJ 



L ARRY Penney rode into Devil's Park with 
his shoulders back, his head held high. 
The broad-brimmed, milk-white hat marked 
him a mile away and was, as his friends had 
said, an inviting target. Larry rode up the 
main street, between the plank sidewalks, fully 
expecting to be shot. 

He could have come into town quietly by 
the back road. He could have worn a disguise. 
He could, at least, have made himself less 
conspicuous by not wearing the big white hat 
which had become the trade mark of Larry 
Penney, U. S. Marshal. He had thought of these 
ruses, and his friends had urged him to use 

“It’s a trap!" they said. “As soon as you 
hit Devil’s Park, Butch Gelzer will put a 
bullet in your back!" 

"Maybe so," Larry had agreed. 

"Then why sign your own death warrant?” 
Larry had replied with his soft drawl, 
“When an honest lawman has to- go creeping 

no-good owlhoot, it's time he turned in his 
badge.” Larry looked at that badge now as he 
rode up the main street. He gave it a quick 
shine with his sleeve. It sparkled in the bright 

His horse was moving slowly, but his 
thoughts raced. He had been on the prod for 
Butch Gelzer for more than a month — Butch, 
desperate leader of a wild burtch, whose crimes 
ranged from murder to thievery. In the mail, 
Larry had received an anonymous tip that 
Butch was hiding out in Devil's Park — a law- 
less frontier town, whose gambling halls cer- 
tainly outnumbered its churches. 

Larry believed the tip had come from Butch 
himself. Butch had his own way of spelling 
words, a way that disagreed violently with 
the dictionary. And this was not the first such 
tip. Larry had received three, others, in the 
same hand. Each time he had ridden with a 
small army of deputies, and each one had 
proved a wild goose chase. There had been 
no sign of Butch Gelzej at the appointed place. 



The marshal got the idea. Butch would show 
himself only if Larry went alone. Although 
it wasn’t expected that Butch wanted a man- 
to-man battle. More likely, Butch and his 
henchmen would outnumber the lawman, ten- 
to-one. Badnien had learned to have a healthy 
respect for Larry's keen eye and lightning 



"He’s here, all right,” thought Larry,' as he 
moved slowly along the main street. "That's 
what makes the town so dead.” A sepulchral 
calm hung over the main street, the calm be- 
fore the storm. Not a creature was stirring. 
Chairs on the porch of the Hotel Grande, 
usually occupied by whittlers, were empty. 
Not a single horse stood at the hitch racks. 
The usual ringing sound of hammer and anvil 
from the blacksmith shop was missing. 

In a second story front room of the hotel, 
Butch Gelzer knelt near a window. Beside 
him was his right-hand man. Red Mack. The 
window was open two inches from the bottom, 
with the shade drawn low. Butch was moving 
his rifle into position. 

“I told you I'd 'get that tin-star hero sooner 
or later," gloated Butch. 

"Sure," said Mack. "Like shooting a crip- 
pled coyote in a steel trap." 

"What do you mean?" growled Butch, sight- 
ing down the barrel. 

"I mean you've got to admit that hombre 
has guts, riding smack bang into this town 
that way." 

Butch grunted. 

"More guts than you've got!" chuckled Red. 

Butch flared. He thrust the gun butt swiftly, 
striking Red Mack in the neck. The surprise 
blow sent his henchman reeling across the 
room. "That’ll teach you to slurr me!" Butch 
gabwled, once more focussing his attention on 
the white-haired figure in the street below. 
He drew a bead on the back of Larry Penney’s 
head. He squeezed the trigger; the rifle 

But instantaneous with the crack of the 
rifle there Was another sharp report, the sound 
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of a furious fist crashing against a stubbled 
jaw. “Nobody can knock me around, not even 
you!” roared the redhead. 

On the street below, Larry heard the shot 
and ducked as'the slug whined past his left 
ear and splat into the board sidewalk beyond. 
The marshal slid off his horse, dived behind 
a water trough, and whipped.a .45 slug through 
the upstairs front window of the Hotel 
Grande. The crash of glass mingled with 
shouted oaths and flailing fists. In another 
second, Larry saw a redheaded man crash 
through the window and land heavily on tho 
street below. He lay there limply. 

A hand and pistol pointed out of the win- 
dow and aimed downward at the helpless man. 
A voice cried. "Cross me, will you? I’ll show 
you what happens to any coyote who crosses 

“No mistaking that voice,” thought Larry. 
“It's Butch Gelzer for sure.” 

The lawman’s .45 flipped Upward again, his 
finger squeezed. A yelp of pain came from 
the .window, the pistol fell, and the hand was 
hastily withdrawn. 

Red Mack opened his eyes, blinked, and 
yelled, “Lawman! Look out behind!” Larry 
whirled his head to ste a six-gun barrel glint- 
ing In a partly opened doorway behind him, 
to the left. Two guns spoke, not quite to- 
gether. Larry's- was first. A howl of “Ouch, 
my hand!” came from the doorway. 

Larry rolled away from the water trough 
and plunged through that door. He found a 
man with a bleeding right hand, attempting 
to pull a second gun with his left hand. Larry's 
quick move had surprised him, and his quick 
fist surprised him even more. One punch and 
the man went down knocked out. 

Larry looked around quickly. He was fn a 
narrow hallway. There were no other outlaws 
there; but he knew there soon would be. He 
could hear the raucous voice of Butch bellow- 
ing, “Go get him, you blasted sidewindeA. 
He’s in the hallway.” 

There was a transom above the door. Larry 
grabbed the iron fixture, pulled himself up 
and braced his feet against the wall. He clung 
there while a barrage of bullets crashed 



through the door below him. He heard a voice, 
“He must be dead. Nobody could live through 
that storm of lead.” Larry took off his white 
hat and sailed it down, so that it lay almost 
on the head of the outlaw he had knocked out. 

The door was kicked open- “There he is!" 
somebody yelled. “No mistaking that white 
hat !” Larry saw a finger pointed at the fallen 
outlaw. Four men rushed 'through the door. 
Larry leaped on the last one and felled him 
with one blow. The other three turned. The 
fight began! 

The quarters were so close they dared not 
risk shooting for fear of hitting each other. 
This Is what Larry had counted on. He waded 
in with fists flying. He still had a slight ad- 
vantage! The men were still surprised. He 
took punches that would have kayoed an or- 
dinary man, but he kept wading in. “Crack !V- 
a knockout. “Wham!" — another man sagged. 
“Pow!" — Larry had won the battle— so far. 

Bruised and bleeding, he staggered to the 
door. What he wanted most was to rest, but 
he still had big business ahead. He must cap- 
ture Butch Gelzer. He blinked. His eyes had 
to get used to the aunlight, after the darkened 
hallway. Then he saw It! Butch, across the 
street, bending over the. fallen figure of Red 
Mack! Butch, with a hunting knife raised, 
ready to stab it down Into the helpless Red- 
head's heart. 

^"kNCE again the lawman’s .45 flashed and 
barked. The knife fled from Butch’s hand 
and smacked againet the wall. Driving his 
aching legs forward, Larry plunged across the 
street. His big fist stung as It belted Butch’s 
evil face. Butch fell, sprawling across Red 
Mack. 

Mack looked up. “I never thought I'd be 
thanking a lawman for anything,” he grinned. 
“But thanks!” 

"No thanks necessary,” panted Larry. “I 
couldn't stand by and see anybody murdered 
in cold blood." * 

“My sentiments, too,” grinned the redhead. 

It was not until much later, at the trial and 
testimony, that Larry Penney understood what 
Red Mack meant. 

THE END 




amaze your frienos with this remarkable 
triple-action Explorer's Sun Watch. Not 
a toy— but 3 real, scientifically designed 
' instruments in l 1 ! Be the first to own this 
sensational watch. Order today. 
and say. pard'nfr, take a tip from your 
pals "Rocky" Lane and Black Jack. 
"Rocky” says, "A Carnation Malt is a 
real he-man drink, chuck full of two- 
fisted energy and eatin’ pleasure." Get 
Mom to give you Carnation Malts often. 
They're a cinch to make right at home 
i anytime. Tell her to get a jar today-and 
be sure to send for your Explorer's Sun 
Watch at once. 
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CLOSE 

FRIENPSJ 



obvious'/ YUH Vi 

ALMOST ALWAYS) 
SEE THEM I 
i TOGETHER' /} 



MAXES VUk 
THINK SO: 



INHAT'S MAXES 
THINK THE SIAN 
TWINS LIKE EA 
OTHER SO MUC 



Ye COMING COMIC /VCTRACTjbMS ^ 



CROWMlNlS A NE W ICING* 
OF THE GOLDEN WEST'- 



..vuh ALWAYS Y 
SEE THEM 1 III 



1 0$ WATCfl y OUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND/// IOC J 







NOW ACHIEVED FOR I A HANDLEBAR THAT'S A PERFECT SHOCK ABSORBER 

THE FIRST TIME! I giving a most comfortable, safe.floatinq ride 



WHEN IT COMES TO BLOWING BUBBLES, FLEER’S DUBBLE BUBBLE CAN'T BE BE 



C7^^c£cz- 

SPRING 

HANDLEBARS 




ALL SHOCKS ABSORBED 
UNBREAKABLE 
FITS ANY BICYCLE 
UNBENDABLE 







M-L SOVT5 WBTWN 







' tik LOCUST VALLBy 

^ nrw n cTcm/c 



ttu. KTrV W U T IRN 



! 




IT SHORE \ WAL ( IF IT WASN'T ' 
WUZ NICE J PER THE FACT THET 
OF HIM < BILL BOYD HIMSELF , 
LETTING \ SAW THE GOLD, I'D 
US BUY NEVER HAVE INVEST- 
IW ON THE iED A CENT IN IT .' y 



NE O' US KNEW 
.REGEN, BUT 



. WARM SPOT r ''" - — 

I MY HEART J THERE'S RUCK'S ' 
: ER HIM ff OFFICE RIGHT , 
WOW.' /I UP AHEAD / J 



•thar's' 



O' THINGS 



YEAH, MAYBE 



'GROUPSE75 i 
F's OCOr- 



N080DV 



LIKE THE [can TELL US 
LOOKS OF, \ WHUT'S GOING 

THIS; LETb \ ONi ^ -35 

GO SEE BOVO ArtU^j!|U | jm 



EITHER; 



SHERIFF'S 
OFFICE . j 
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worked mighty 



WE DON'T NEED 



o [afore WE ] 

M /GIT AHEAD 4 
E / OF OUR- , \ 
: /SELVES, LETS ) 
/ RIDE UP TO < 
REGEN'S RANCH 
AND HAVE A LOOK 
■ AROUND l 



r LYNCHING 'S TOO 
GOOD PER THOSE 
THIEVING COYOTES , 



Meanwhile ■ 



AND BY CLIMBING OVER THIS HAND 
TRUCK , I CAN GET OUT OF H ERE 
WITHOUT TOO MUCH TROUBLE Jj 



^HERE'S '"H 
NOTHING I CAM 
DO TO KEEP 
THAT HAND * 
TRUCK FROM , 
CRUSHING ME! 



WWT-TME 

OPENING 19 
TOO SMALL 
FOR THE < 
TRUCK TO < 
REACH ME ! 
I'M SAVED.' J 



THOSE SAGE RATS 
ARE GONE, OF 
p-, ' COURSE l Jm 



/ THOSE CROOKS AREN'T EVEN 
/ HONEST WITH EACH OTHER .'THEY 
f RAN OFF WITH THE MONEVTHEY 
1 TOOK IN WITHOUT WAITING ^ 
FOR THEIR OTHER PARTNER. JT 3 
TO SHOW UP -CT M 
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they couldn't 

HAVE GONE 
TOO FAR l J 



UP THEIR TRACKS, MIDNITE ! THEY'RE , 
- STILL FRESH / 



THIS IS WHERE 
THEY MUST'VE 
'TURNED OFF.' . 
LET'S TURN, , 



WE'RE GOING TO 1 
SPOT THEM MIGHTY, 
SOON .' BUT WE'LL J 
SE READY FOR -g- 



THERE 



THAR'S 



\THE S SAMe 
/THINGS VO'RI 
VSEEING, HUC 
l/T 5 bow: 



HIM .'IfTHET CRITTER'S 
atL > GOT MORE LIVES 
BFa l THAN A CAT 



I THEY MAY NOT KNOW IT, BUT 
I THEV'RE HEAOING FOR A 
I DEAD END.' AND ROCKY GULCH 
LIES AT THE BOTTOM OF "THAT 

HILL /IF THEY GO ^-/ 

1 OVER, IT'S CER- jJy 



DANGER NOW 
O' --CGULPT -- 
I MUST BE 
SEEING THINGS J 




«U »OVD WfSTWM 







BUT WHV WAIT.' I WIGHT BE ABLE TO 
SNEAK UP ON THEM THROUGH THE 
TREES i BUT THe FIRST THING TO DO 
I IS GET THEM TO. BELIEVE THAT I'M 
— ^2»ra*ry-GIVING UP.' 



OF COURSE I COULD 
WAIT THEM OUT 1 
THERE'S NO ESCAPE 
FOR THEM i EXCEPT , 
DOWN HILL i 



/PROBABLY ■ 
SCARED TO 
FIGHT THE . 
TWO OF USi 
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I DON'T THINK THEY 
CAM SEE ME WAY OVER 
r-r HERE l . ^ 



If I CAN'T GO 
THROUGH THE 
ROCKS - - A 



THEVJ.L 8E IM FOR A SURPRISE ~ 
WHEN I PROP IN ON THEM FROM , 
UP HERE ’ THEY THINK I'VE LEFT.' 



--I'LL CLIMB FROM 
THE TREE OVER „ 
TO THEM ! fi 



& LASSO HAS COME OUT OF NOWHERE TO HACT SILL 
80VD IN THE ACT OF CAPTURING A PAIR OF DANGEROUS 
KILLERS i WHOSE HANOS CONTROL THE ROPE ? WHAT 
STRANGE FATE AWAITS BILL BOYD ? READ OHFOR , 
CHAPTER IT OF 7H£ LOCUST VAlie/COCD STfVKB! 
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WWITey WHISKERS 

*K\P stuff" 



f FIFTY CENTS AND A 
a OOP MEAL JEST TUH 
WATCH A KIP.' NOW 
HYAR’S THfe KlNP OF 
WORK 1 LIKE — 

' NOTHING TUH DO BUT 
■V. SIT AROUND.’ i 



HOWDY, WHITEY WHISKERS, 
I’M GLAD YUH PASSED BY/ 
WOULD YUH WATCH MY BABY 
THIS AFTERNOON WHILE , 
I <30 VISIT MY SISTER ? 

. I’LL GIVE YUH FIFTY CENTS 
E? ANP A GOOD MEAL 



GOOD/ THE BABY’S 
SLEEPING NOW. 1 IF 
HE AWAKES, THERE’S 
SOME MILK READY.' 
JEST GIVE IT TUH HIN 

_ I’LL BE BACK , 

— 7 LATER .' 



THAR’5 THE KIP.' * 
HE’S SOUND ASLEEP 
ALL RIGHT. 1 AND FROM 
THE LOOKS OF IT, _ 
HE’LL SLEEP All £ 
AFTERNOON / / 



r IT’S A DEAL, 
MRS. WATTS . 
I’LL DO IT.' 



IN THAT CASE, THAR’S . 
NO REASON WHY I 
SHOULDN’T TAKE A NAP 
TOO. 1 AH ME, WHAT A 
JOB.' AND TUH THINK < 
I’M GETTING PAID ) 
FER THIS .' HO HUM.' jL- 



JEEPER5.' YUH WOULDN’T 
OPINE A TINY THING LIKE 
THAT COULD MAKE SO 
> MUCH NOISE/ HE’S 
r YOWLING LIKE A 
HUNDRED SICK COYOTES.’ 
N I’D BETTER GET HIS 
MILK PRONTO.' 



THIS SHORE IS 
‘HE BERRIES- HU 
SHORN) SHUCKS, 
THE KID WOKE L 
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FEW MOMENTS LATER. 



? WE DOESN’T WANT 
WHAT AMI £50 INS - 
: SOT TUH STOP HIM I 
WLIN& OR I’LL SO 
. LOCO.' 



HYAR’S YORE 
MILK, KlDDO.' 

NOW STOP 
BAWLINO ANC 
DRINK IT.' 



FROM 



KNOW. 



DRINK 

SHOW 



THAT SHORE HIT Tl 
T GULP) I FERSOT 
KID’S MILK AND X 
,T ALL ■ 



GOOD IT 
-L WANT 



THEN 



HIMSELF/ 



CGROAN) THE YOUNgUN’S 



(GULP) THAR ISN’T 
ANY MILK HYAR/ 
—i I DRANK THE ' 
V. LAST BIT.' > 



bawlins More than 

EVER .' I’VE SOT TO SE 
SOME MILK FER HIM.' 

x Hope thar’s some 
More in the . 

■ 7 ICEBOX/ 
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HYAR’S 
NOW I I 



■ I’VE SOT TUH SET SOME 
MORE MILK BEFORE THAT ^ 
HOWUN© HYENA OF AN INFANT 
, DRIVE5 ME CRAZY — HUH? 

I’M IN UICK.' THAR’S A -r-^ 

. ©OAT IN THE BACK ) fT, 

— r ' yARP - j— — L// 




HOWDY-, GOAT, OLD PAL/ 
JEST HO LD STILL NOW/ 
THAT’S THE WAY/ 



-JEST A LITTLE MORE 
AND I RECKON I’LL 
v HAVE ENOUSH/ r-j 



THAT POES IT.' NOW I’Ll 
©IVE IT TUH THE KIP AN 
©UlET HIM UP/ AND IT’LI 
PO HIM ©OOP, TOO.' 
©OAT’S MILK IS VERY 
- HEALTHY/ 



Ol/CHi (GROAN) 1 SHOULD 
HAVE KNOWN BETTER 
THAN TUH TURN MY BACK 

ON THAT ORNERY OLD 

V ©OAT.' NOW ALL THE T±, 
r MILK IS ©ONE.' ren | 
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FEVy. MINUTES LATER . 



f ur THE BA BT COESN’T 
REACH FOR THE .BOTTLE- 
HE REACHES FOR 
WHITEY’S WHISKERS.—.. 



THE RIP’S STILL 
YAPPING.' I’VE 
■ GOT AN IPEA 
I’LL GIVE HIM 
SOME WATER.' 
MEBBE HE WON 
KNOW THE 
PlFFERENCE.' T 



HVAR, HIPPO, 
PRINK yORE 
•MILK" ANP 
» SHUT UP 
, ALREAPy.' 



H UH?CGULP> 

NOT My WHISKERS, 
THE BOTTLE,' 

Al£EEE.\ <Cf 



OUCH! (GROAN) 

'HE KIP’S PULLING 



L&T GO, 

YUH BRAT, 



iy whiskers out 

OF MY CHIN.' _ 

AIEEBEE! 

IT’S MURPER-' > 



what; 



CALL MV PARLING BABY 

A BRAT ANP MAKE 

CRY, EH? I’LL FI* Y 
YUH CRUEL , 

YV MONSr 5 R '' r 



OUCH! 

' STOP. 

OUCH; 



(GROAN) PON’T 
LET ANYONE KID / 
YUH, FOLKS .' i 
BABY SITTING IS 

gOT CHILD'S PLAT. 
^ (GROAN) ja 



f GROAN) 

MY CHIN— 
S- HUH? 
{(GULP) 
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WHATS THE MEANING V 
OF THIS ? IN THE NAME 
OF THE LAW, I INSIST 
YOU R ELEASE ME 



TALKING 'BOUT ■ 
JO CHEAT'S GONNA 
JT TO DO ! 



I GOT THE 
LYIN’ COYOTE, BOYS! 
HYAR HE IS 



CMSKT? 
WHAT'RE YOU 
AIMING AT 



f its soyd: 

^ OLD TOM 
CAUGHT HIA 
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THEM SOLO MIME SWINDLERS.' WE'RE 

> vn TARING YUH 

BUT X HAD THOSE V-J " 

OWLHOOTS CORNERED 
WHEW YOU LASSOED 
ME i YOU'RE LETTING 
THEM ESCAPE WHILE Y 
HOLDING ME HERE, j 



PROBABLY L , m 
i w . nc PKSGERED ON 
MARSHALS ] ESCAPING WITH 'EM " 
OFFICE J OR MEETING UP WITH 
' r-. ,-r^ THEM SOMEWHAR TO i 

Re) l DIVIDE THE MONEY f 
— O/ VUH STOLE FROM US.' ft 

X I C'MON .' LET'S 
. L_ GIT GOINS - y 



DON'T LET h 
GET AWAY . 
AFTER S//M . 



WE'RE GOING TO HAVE TO 
JUMP THE CHASM,MIDN/TE.' 
VE HAVE NO 
CHOICE 2 



MEANWHILE, AT THE MINE- 



GOOD BC 
midnite: 



I WHERE THOSE TWO 
WERE AFTER WENT; 



WES ALL MEET BACK 
HYAR TO DlWY UP THE 
LOOT, BUT THAR ISN'T Al 
BODY, j— 
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' mw’ whut's rr doing ^ 
downtwart something 
STRANOE IS GOING on , 
> WYAR.’ .-—-T 



r I'M JEST HOPIN' THETTHG 
l MONEY WE TOOK IN FOR. 
THE SHARES IS STILL WHAR 
we AGREED TO KEEP IT.' . 



/T'S GOVE l SOMEBODY MUST VE 
KILLED 'EM AND TAKEN ALL THH 
DOUGH 



IGHT I'D MOSEY OYER AMD C 
LOOKAT MY UNCLE'S Ml NE .... 

-^mgMgrr huh : who-s 

THAT RUNNING 



'ERE'S ONLY i 



'YORE PRAYERS i I'M GONNA 



'explain 



.VENTLATS 



THINGS - 



ANYTHING 




*EWT KILLED / THEY OAVB 
l WHAT IS KNOWN AS A / 

DOUSta-CROSS /Vs 



THE DIRTY LYING SAGE RATS/ 
THEY PROBABLY — — 

HEADED FER THE , 
HIDE-OUT WHILE Z 
WAS WAITING FER 
■'EM H VAR.' THEY < 
FIGGEREO THEY'D 
LEAVE ME HOLDING. 
the bag 



IT<3 TEN MILES '~'<REGENiYOU~ 
\ OUTTA TOWN, RIGHT \ TAKE CARE , 
\WHAR THE HOLLOW ] OF HIM i I'M 
| TRAIL CROSSES / HEADING FOR 
[FORK ROAD/V'HOOOW TRAIL/ 



'JUST TELL ME ) 
Y WHERE THE A 
J HIDE-OUT IS.' 

' I'LL TAKE CARE 
| OF THE REST/ 



TAKES TO 
DIVIDE UP 
THE LOOT' 



TAKE 
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'HINKIWC THAT WAV.' 
AFTER ALL, I PID 
If TELL THEM I 
( SAW COLD IN 
LS THAT 



CHANCES 
BEING 3f 
BY THE A 



THAT'S WHERE HOLLOW TRAIL 
-HERE'S THE CABIN 



CROSSES IT i 
EIGHT UP f 
AHEAD />£ 



HERE'S THE FORK ROAD 
HE WAS TALKING ABOUT. 



MIDNITE THEY'RE 



X SEE SMOKE J THAT 
MEANS THEY'RE STILL 
INS'DE ^ , ' 



OUT— | I RECKON^ 

1 IT'S TIME WE 

STARTED MOSEYIN' 4 
I ALONG BY NOW, CLAY 
1 IS BOUNPTQ KNOW W£^ 



loot: ha,> 



HELP 
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(GULP 5 

IT'S BOYD l 
BUT r 
THOUGHT— 



YOU THOUGHT THE 
GOT ME, BUT TOO 
BAD FOR YOU, I 
fL~GOT away; 



'BUT THIS- OUGHT TO FINISH 



HUCKl 



SO LONG, 



NEIGH ; 



FOLKS.' IT! 

A time r 
/HIT THE 



I HAVE A FEW EXTRA ^ 
PASSENGERS FOR THE TRIP 
BACK, MIDNITE l I HOPE YOU 
DON'T' MIND 



llF-' SHUCKS, I GUESS L^AS LONG AS YUH 
r WE SHOULD'VE KNOWN >, ALL GOT YORE 
’ BETTER IN THE FIRST PLACE MONEY tar' 
THAN TO SUSPECT BOYD OF /BACK AND Co, 

WORKING WITH A GANG m THE VARMINTS/St 

u OF CROOKS.' ^\ARE IN JAIL. I ^2(5 

guess no vafAj 
•/ kSS SSSK ' '■ T ■ HARM'S BEEN C9K 

I f> •>^ar s T^=7 s ?L^\D 0NE ; Jam\ 



MEANING, "ITS A 



